THE   AHWAZ  CONSULATE
in Persia published twenty years or so earlier. We baited
our animals here, got some bread and buttermilk for
ourselves, and pushed on to Jaru, where we were well
known and well treated. To the north-west the sky by
night was lit by the great flares of burning gas from the
oil-wells of Masjid Sulaiman, which was rapidly becoming
a commercial oilfield. The headman told me all the local
gossip, much of which centred round Dr. Young, whose
medical skill was doing much to reconcile the local people
to the rising prices, rising wages, and other changes which
such sudden developments must always bring in their
train.
Next day to Wais (Shaikh Owais), a desperate long
and dreary march with tired beasts over the plains of
Arabistan, Here I put on clean clothes, washed and
shaved, polished my saddlery and did my best to appear,
next day, at the Ahwaz Consulate as if I had just returned
from a morning ride. My servants did the same. I was
welcomed by Capt. A. J. H. Grey of the Political Depart-
ment and his new wife, who seemed relieved that it was
possible to arrive looking (if not feeling) clean after so
long a journey. She was a sprightly French girl who
dressed, as Mrs. Dewar-Durie put it, 'better than we
should advise3. Grey told me the latest news. It was
not good. Disturbances were still reported from every
quarter; they might spread to N. Arabistan, which was
not under the control either of the Shaikh of Moham-
merah or the Bakhtiari Khans. The oilfields might be
affected. Anxious as we were to avoid intervention, it
might be forced upon us, as in Egypt in 1881, by events
over which we had no control.
I paid calls on the Deputy Governor and upon all local
European residents including Ter Meulen, a stout Dutch-
man, who had returned from London with a pretty
English wife. The telegraph lines were not working; no
river steamer was due to sail for a week, so leaving my
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